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One 


Author's Notes: 

Wow, | didn't expect all this..! just wrote a story based on stuff I'd heard here and there.. actually don't know 
of course what happened between them. | feel sort of sorry but | still like this story so I'll leave it up, but it 
is on the chopping block. But feel free to leave any kind of feedback, good or bad or angry or encouraging, 


however you feel I'd love to know. 


He was mad. | stared at the table, my finger tracing the rings from condensation. From the corner of my eye | 
could see my hair, all the spiral curls. In front of me was the table, and that was all | would look at. | couldn't 


look at him. 


"What the fuck, Erin, you cunt?" he said, and | winced at those words. | was sad, angry, feeling small and curled 
up inside myself. What happened? This was Axl who | loved and took care of. Everything was Axl. Didn't he 
know that? Why was he so mad? 


| heard him take a step, | sensed it in the air. | looked up at him, jerking my eyes to look at him. His face was 
contorted with rage, it twisted his eyes and mouth. He moved toward me and | pushed the chair back, scraping 


it against the floor and | took off for the bedroom, and | felt the way my hair streamed out behind me. | could 
feel fear, it hammered in my chest, it made it hard to breathe. | was envious of every girl who had a nice 
boyfriend, a calm, laid back, easygoing boyfriend, one who would never punch her or shove her or pull her hair 


or, or any of those things. 


There was nowhere to go in here. He was behind me and shoved me hard and | fell to the floor and felt his 
punches coming down on me. | curled up and felt the hard punches on my upper arms. | thought it was as 
hard as he could hit, and my muscles bunched up and tensed and tightened. People thought Axl looked like a 
girl, and that he was skinny and small and not strong, but he was. 


"Fucking bitch!" he said, the punches coming fast, and he wasn't stopping, and | didn't know what he was so mad 
about, what did | do? | couldn't be perfect enough for him. | wished he wasn't like this, | wished he was nice 
and kind and gentle. 


"Axl, stop.." | said, hearing the sobs and the terror in my voice and cringing at that. God, | was pathetic. Why 
did | stay with him? Why did | still love him and try to please him? What was wrong with me? 


Curled up, trying to protect my head and face, and not just because it would hurt. | couldn't model if | was all 
black and blue. | was starting to feel a little numb, and there was this kind of distance that | could feel 
between myself and the world. The names he was calling me weren't getting through, | was ignoring him, and 
my hurt and aching arms, and the way my scalp hurt becouse of my pulled hair. Curled up, small inside 
myself, somewhere else. 


| thought about the girls who saw "Sweet Child O' Mine" and thought they wanted him, thought he was the 
sweet one because of the lyrics and how he hugged himself in that video and looked so vulnerable. That was a 
part of him, it was true, but they would never suspect this. They'd never suspect. | remembered that 
interview he did where he said those girls didn't want to be with him, not really, they wanted to be with who 


"Axl Rose" was to them. 


He was gone, he stopped. | felt the feeling of not getting hit, and it felt so good. | uncurled myself slowly, 
blinking and looking for him. He wasn't in this room anymore. | didn't care where he was and hoped he had left. | 
stood up, feeling dizzy, feeling hurt, like a little bird crushed in someone's hand. Came out to the living room. He 
wasn't there, either. 


| flipped the TV on and wrapped up in an afghan, the air conditioning sounding like traffic above my head. | felt 
achy and awful, and | could feel the bruises forming, the blood leaking beneath the skin 


Later, much later, Axl came home. There was darkness in the sky. He came over to me, and there was no 


crackle of anger around him. 


"Erin, l'm sorry," he said, his voice thick and deep. | flicked my eyes over to him and didn't say anything. | was 
blank. 


